PART I

CHAPTER   ONE
THE STUDENT

Louis XVI had been crowned in Reims. Holy oil had
been poured upon his bowed head and he had been pro-
claimed King of France and Navarre. It was thought
fitting that before returning to his palace at Versailles,
he should make his devotions at some of the principal
shrines of the largest city of his realm. So he proceeded
to Paris in great state and attended pontifical Mass at
Notre-Dame.

This over, the procession ascended the gentle slope
towards the Church of Ste. Genevieve, Patron Saint of
Paris. The route led past the great university, and it had
been arranged that a stop should be made at the College
of Louis-le-Grand, where suitable addresses of welcome
and expressions of hope for a long and blessed reign
would be delivered in faultless Latin by the university
authorities. And so, a little while later, the portly Louis
sat in a state chair at the college in the Rue St. Jacques,
looking like some fat and magnificent idol, and received
the homage of the high priests of learning. When they
had finished there stepped forward, according to
custom, one of the students, who read a Latin speech
purported to voice the sentiments of the student body.
He was a slim youth of seventeen, small for his age,
with a pale, sharp-featured face. He had written the